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SOMEWHERE AMONG THESE TEN WONDERFUL NEW 
CHALMERS FOR THE AUTUMN IS POSSIBLY THE CAR YOU 
HAVE SAID SOME ONE SOME DAY WOULD SURELY BUILD; 
AND THE PRICES WAY BELOW YOUR OWN ESTIMATE 


Business is better and money is easier due to vast Government war contracts. So it 
is a pretty good time now to take a look at one of these ten brilliant new Chalmers 
for the Autumn and Winter. 

You will find among these ten styles of Chalmers possibly the very car you have 
often wondered why some one had not built. Just imagine a 5-passenger that 
gives more power per pound of weight than most any car of its type, and yet has 
a small, gas-saving engine. 

Or picture a Roadster that simply is wrapped in lines that will draw a crowd most 
any time it stops at a curb. 

Or the sensation of joy that goes with owning a Speedster guaranteed to hit 80 
miles an hour. 

Or a Sedan that a woman can swing along a country road all day without shoulder 
or back fatigue. 

Or a Limousine that some one excellently describes as the ‘‘acme of sedateness.”’ 
Or a Town Car that will cause a ripple of jealousy in most any social circle. 
Or a 7-passenger car that for correctness in style and good sense in appointment 
leaves little to competition. 

Or a Limousine Landaulet that holds close to the practical in equipage of the day. 
But see for yourself. These ten new Chalmers are causing much conversation 
where cars are discussed most. To miss looking over at least one of them is to 
miss the car of the moment. 





TOURING CAR, 5-PASSENGER $1250 CABRIOLET. eases NGER $1625 LIMOUSINE, 7-PASSENGER $2925 

TOURING CAR, 7-PASSENGER $1350 TOW AR, 7-PASSENGER $2925 LIMOUSINE LANDAULET $3025 
STANDARD ROADSTER —_ TOWN € AR, LANDAULET $3025 RECORD SPEEDSTER $2500 
TOURING SEDAN $1850 DUPLEX, 4-PASSENGER $1475 


ALL PRICES F. O. B. DETROIT AND SUBJECT TO CHANGE WITHOUT NOTICE 


CHALMERS MOTOR MICH. 





COMPANY, 





DETROIT, 





O keep pace with the expansion of a 
certain group of leading automobile 
manufacturers is a duty which the 
Fisher Body Corporation has successfully 


performed. 


It is a matter of pride with us that the 
membership of this group has changed but 
little with the passing of the years. 


Fisher Bodies 


open, closed and conver- 
tible, are built in wide 
variety to the order of such 
discriminating manufac- 
turers as Buick, Cadillac, 
Chalmers, Chandler, Ford, 
Hudson and Maxwell, and 
can be bought only as 
parts of completed motor 
cars. 


These bodies have shown 
their ability to equal or 
surpass in service-giving 
durability the respective 
chassis on which they are 
mounted. 


Because they have proven 
this ability, Fisher Bodies 
have made their manufac- 
turer the world’s greatest 
builder of motor car bodies. ° 











Fisher Body Corporation | 





Detroit - Michigan 
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And now the food bill has been passed, 
(The fight for it was sedulous) 

We hope to get relief at last, 
But we’re a bit incredulous. 

So many times we have been gaffed 
We view the prospect dolefully, 

But Hoover may upset the graft. 

We hope he will, most soulfully. 





Draft riots sprang up here and there, 
Like that down Oklahoma-way, 

Where those who didn’t seem to care 
For army life would roam away. 

In east and west the noise grew loud 
When Pacifists haranged a man, 

And out in Butte a foolish crowd 
Went out one night and hanged a 

man. 


But all in all the fuss was small. 
Conscription worked successfully 
And soon in camp we'll hear the tramp 
Of rookies drilling stressfully. 
On ways immense with toil intense 
We're framing boats and caulking 
them. 
The shipping row is settled now 
We're building ships—not talking 
them. 


The News in Rhyme 














Verses by Berton BRaLey 


Drawings by MERLE JOHNSON 


A lady shot her former spouse 
Who wouldn’t give her boy to her. 
If prison be her future house, 
The child won’t be much joy to her. 
Old Charlie Schwab let out a squeal 
That Uncle Sam, who’s bidding now 
For rails, had stung him on the deal. 
Aw, Charlie, quit your kidding now. 


The U-boats keep the restless deep 
A place unsafe to sail upon, 
And no one’s found a plan that’s sound 
By which we might prevail upon 
The submarines to quit the sea 
On pain of being sunk in it; 
And so they go on merrily 
Converting ships to junk in it. 


Amid the crash of guns that smash 
The German peace dove’s hovering, 
But for the nonce there’s small response 

To give his hopes a covering, 
“This war is fierce,” the Kaiser cries. 
“Tt’s time that we diminish it.” 
“You started it,” say the Allies, 
“But we'll go on and finish it.” 









The Russian problems still remain 
A very messy mystery, 

Though experts argue and explain 
The truth must wait for history ; 

Meantime the Slavic army seems 
A hurried and perspiring one. 

It has small use for martial schemes. 
Its nature’s a retiring one. 





A meeting of the Irish clans 
May start a rumpus prettily. 
It’s said Von Hindenburg now plans 
A big attack on Italy. 
At home we have a bumper crop 
Which means good food, full store 
of it. 
And here our newsy verse must stop, 
The page will hold no more of it. 
































Vol. LXXXI—No. 2106 


IMULTANEOUSLY with the 
news that Kermit Roosevelt was to 
join the British forces in Mesopotamia 
came an announcement in the real 
estate columns that he had leased a town 
house in New York. Very like- 


*“*WuHat Foous THuese Mortars Be’’ 


Copyright 1917, by International Magazine Company 


time, and it will fit nicely. Washington, 
between the years 1775 and 1781, spent 
a lot of time in his tent, thinking hard, 
but his brow was never wrinkled by the 
problem of a nickname for his troops. 


September 5, 1917 


A crowd of people, including police- 
men, recently watched a two-hour duel 
in Rome under the impression that it was 
a movie in the making. It doesn’t pay 
these days to have a hair-trigger sense of 
honor. Gentlemen with good 





ly he intends to commute. 


If the grain gamblers are 
annoyed by what Mr. Hoover 
has done to speculation: in food 
stuffs it may soothe their raw 
nerves to recall that Satan also 
maintains a Pit, where no doubt 
their activities would be wel- 
come. 


Peruvian merchants are in 
the market for American eye- 
lets, according to the ferret who 
writes the trade briefs: Per- 








Toldeo blades may as well have 
them ground down into safety 
razors or something equally un- 
romantic. 


If Mr. Hoover should have 
need of any deputy food con- 
trollers, he may supply his 
wants from the ranks of the 
average summer hotel proprie- 
tors. We violate no confidence 
when we say that the war-por- 
tion was here before the war. 





If it be true, as spiritualists 





haps Peru could likewise be in- 
duced to take a few American 
doughnut-holes. 


Why worry about the appropriateness 
or inappropriateness of “Sammy” as the 
name by which to know an American 
soldier abroad? The American soldier 
will make a name for himself in good 


“Do you wish to be trimmed close?” 
“Well, you might leave enough for catfare.” 


“Every man who speaks against our 
Allies is treasonable to the United 
States.” —Theodore Roosevelt. 

Why not gu further? Why not tear 
the account of the Boston Massacre out 
of our school histories? 


aver, that the departed retain 

a keen interest in what goes 

on in their erstwhile mundane 
stamping ground, the late Marcus A. 
Hanna of Ohio and the Republican 
party must unburden himself of a few 
expressive gasps when he reads the names 
of some of those who are “making the 
world safe for democracy.” 
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Tue KatseEr— ‘‘ Himmel! I feel a draft!” 




















Lean Gentleman—Huh? 











1—Stout Gentleman—I say, can you direct me to Mr. Perkins’ house? 2—Stout Gent—(repeats). 


Lean Gent—A little louder, please. 























4—S. G.—Say, is it much further? 
L. G.—The country sure does need rain. 






































~S. G.—Puff, I'm dying. 


L. G.—| says to my wife only the other day, “Pamela,” says I— 
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7—S. G.—Is this Mr. Perkins’ house? L. G.—Who?> 


8—Oh, Mr. Perkins! Why, he lives over there top o’ that hill. 


A CHEERFUL GUIDE 
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Two minutes later the lover enters furtively 
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The Love Affairs of a Wife 


HEN the heroine of the modern 

drama is not quite sure whom she 
loves, she ‘usually marries, and with a 
neat eighteen-carat gold wedding ring 
gleaming on her finger, she becomes 
positively sure that, at any rate, the ob- 
ject of her vehement affection ‘is not her 
husband. She never knows that until 
she is elaborately wedded. Then 
certitude dawns—and so does the 
third party. 

Hubby is really awfully good to 
her; he loads her with jools and er- 
mine (pronounced er-mine), and li- 
mousines, but—he leaves her alone! 
In most cases he is addicted to Wall 
Street, and sometimes ‘he permits 
other men to take her to parties and 
to the opera. The dear little thing 
sits by a conspicuously scarlet fire, in 
a gorgeous evening gown, and lets 
you into her secret, which, by-the-bye, 
you guessed as soon as you saw her 
wedding ring, That is the badge of 
the eternal triangle. 

The odd thing about all these 
eternal triangles, whether French, 
English, American, German, Nor- 
wegian, or Hoboken, is that no mat- 
ter how charming, how gracious or 
how .intellectual the husband may be, 
she absolutely refuses to love him. In 
the Ibsen plays, she yearns to “live 
her own life’; in the Shaw comedies, 
she craves for argument and disserta- 
tion; in the Pinero diatribes, the title 
of “married woman” appeals to her; 
in the Dumas catastrophes, she clamors 
for “the same law for both”’—and ali 
that sort of thing—while German play- 
wrights cast her into a sea of lovely 
philosophy, 

The husband is generally the rejected 
one; the lover (portrayed as a bounder) 
wins the day very frequently. She in- 
variably chooses the time when she 
knows that hubby is due to return to the 


hearthstone, for a “love scene” with the 
third party. If she elects to go to his 
“rooms” (he always lives in the plural) 
at midnight, as she sometimes does, she 
is certain in her heart that hubby will 
seek her there, and appear at the “psy- 
chological” moment. It is impossible to 


‘The ‘Mary Garden’ on your hair intoricates me’ 


avoid the conclusion that she insists upon 
being discovered. 

These episodes are easily recognized, 
and each playwright has his own pet 
brand of triangle. The situation is ush- 
ered in by the Pinero style of dramatist 
in this way: 

Heroine (to maid) : Angelique, I shall 
not need you tonight. You can zo to 
bed. I shall try to wash my own face, 
and I believe I can do it. I am deter- 





“Do not touch me! 





, 


I say, do not touch me!” 


By Alan Dale 


mined to brush my own teeth. Yes, 
Angelique. Good night. Tell James to 
put out all the lights. I have a strange 
headache, and I must be alone. Perhaps 
—perchance, I may sleep. 

Two minutes later the lover enters 
furtively, and fifteen minutes after, the 
husband peek-a boos, 

The Ibsen school is less decorative. 
The heroine sits by a stove, gowned 
in Linsey-woolsey. She gazes into the 
dying embers—and they must be 
dying, for proper effect. The lover 
is THERE. 

Heroine (feverishly) : 
touch me. 
Stay where you are. 
me like that. 

Lover (cautiously, coming a step 
or two nearer): You mustn’t be 
frightened of me, Sillida. Lend me 
your lips, like wild strawberries. 

Husband (entering from the gar- 
den to the left): And what can you 
want with my wife? For, of course, 
you know that this lighthouse keep- 
er’s daughter has been married for 
years. And you must also know who 
her husband is. Then they argue it 
out, ad lib, and also ad nauseam. 

The Shaw style of drama is that 
of argument. Wife, husband and 
lover chat quite dispassionately, as 
though they are choosing a new wall- 
paper. The setting is utterly com- 
monplace, and there is always a type- 
writer somewhere. 

Lover: (pleasantly to husband): She 
offered me all I chose to ask for, her 
shawl, her wings, the wreath of stars on 
her head, the lilies in her hand, the cres- 
cent moon beneath her feet— 

Husband (volubly): Out with the 
truth; my wife is my wife. I want no 
more of your poetic fripperies. I know 
well that I have lost her love. 

(Continued on page 24) 


Do not 
I say, do not touch me. 
Do not look at 











Grace Darling, one of the lovely lumi- 
naries of the International, rises like the 
morning star to gladden the day—but, un- 
like it, shines all the brighter under the sun. 
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by Campbell Studios 


And here ts delicious, de- 
lectable Dorothy Klewer, 
of‘ Hitchy-Koo,’’ bidding 
good-night to her “‘dogs.’”’ 
White doggie has been 
good, but black doggie 
is being punished! 
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Steothm arn 


It is extremely painful to try to add figures and listen 
at the same time to a discussion that interests you 


OMEHOW or other a cow stand- 

ing in a field and watching—or ig- 
noring—the railroad trains as they pass 
by has always appealed to me as the most 
highly developed of earth’s creatures. 
Does this sweeping rigmarole, you may 
ask, include the human race? It does. 

For, in all that is expected of her, the 
cow performs her functions in life per- 
fectly and the human ra¢e.doesn’t. And 
as you rise above the level of mere 
animal existence and scrutinize the 


credit that is supposed to be due to the” 


human race because it possesses a mind 
and what is called a soul, the superiority 
seems all in favor of the cow. From the 
moment we are old enough to think, un- 
til the moment when we abandon the 
habit, we—humans, not cows—concen- 
trate whatever mind we possess upon the 
problem of being happy. And inasmuch 
as there really is no unhappiness in life 
excepting in the mind itself, we seem to 
devote our days to setting up a sort of 
gloomy nine-pins set, which we are 
always striving to knock down. Having 
no mind, the cow is unquestionably bet- 
ter off than the average of the human 
race, considering the use they have made 
of this cherished possession for thirty 
centuries. And when it comes to a mat- 
ter of soul, the more you look into it, 
the more you respect the cow. 

There was Moe Steinitz, for instance. 
He was a human being. He was young 
and healthy and good-looking. He 
worked in a bank and his future was as- 
sured. He was in love with an extreme- 
ly pretty girl who was in love with him. 
There wasn’t a single reason in the 
world why he should not have been 


perfectly happy. And was he? No. 
And why? Because he was a human 
being and had a mind and could think 
of things that he wanted and didn’t have 
and could forget the blessings that he 
enjoyed. Wherein, I maintain, he was 
the inferior of the cow. 

Of course, if Moe Steinitz had been 
unhappy because he thought himself an 
unworthy being who aspired, in vain, to 
a higher life, his very unhappiness might 
have been‘a point in his favor. But Moe, 
like the rest of us, wasn’t built that way. 
He was unhappy because he saw other 
men accumulating riches rapidly while 
he was forced to save slowly. That is 
what seems to make most men unhappy. 
Perhaps, some day, when the whole 
world has adopted the Christian Science 
view that money, being matter, does not 
exist, the human race may be able to 
look a cow in the face, unashamed. 





OE was watching the stock ticker 

in the rear of Palman’s bank when 

the office boy touched him upon the arm. 

“The boss says you should come in 

right away,” said the lad. Moe, frown- 

ing, entered Mr. Palman’s private office. 

Palman’s face bore an unusually benign- 
ant expression. 

“Moe,” he said. “How long is it 
now you is working by me as office 
clerk?” 

“Three years,” said Moe. 

“Hm! Well, Moe, it ain’t a long 
time as goes by a bank, but I guess I got 
to promote. you and give you a raise. 
Eckstein, the cashier, is going to quit and 
I’m going to put you in the cage. And 
five dollars a week more because you will 





handle all the cash. No! Don’t 
say anything. You deserve it, 
You’ve been a good boy. I had de- 
tectives after you and they said 
you didn’t have no habits. And 
you watch them fellers gambling 
by the stock ticker every day and 
never do it yourself. That shows you 
got character. So on Monday you 
can begin in the cashier’s cage. No. 
No thanks. Run away now. I got to 
think.” 

Had Mr. Palman known what 
thoughts filled Moe’s mind he would 
have had something to think about. 
The fact of the matter was that Moe 
had been indulging in stock specula- 
tion—upon a small scale, of course, and 
quite surreptitiously—and. was not a bit 
enthusiastic over his prospective trans- 
fer to the iron-bound cashier’s cage 
which, he well knew, he could not hope 
to leave during those precious hours of 
stock market activity. Mr. Palman had 
installed a stock ticker in the rear of the 
bank for the convenience of a few of his 
wealthier customers whio really did more 
talking about the market than they did 





Moe leaned against a telegraph pole and 
fanned himself with his hat 
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actual buying or selling. But he made it 
an invariable rule that any of his em- 
ployees caught speculating in stocks 
would be instantly discharged. With 
characteristic American lack of respect 
for employers and disregard of rules and 
injunctions, Moe had established rela- 
tions with the Wall Street firm of Ru- 
ben & Co., through whom, from time to 
time, he bought or sold a few shares of 
stock. As general clerk in the office it 
was an easy matter for him te step across 
the street, during the day, and telephone 
his instructions to the brokers’ office. He 
had been rather fortunate in his specula- 
tions and, hidden away in a trunk at 
home, were a couple of government 
bonds that represented his winnings. 

Moe Steinitz was not altogether a 
fool. He realized the precarious nature 
of stock speculation and went about it 
quite cautiously. And, as soon as he 
had accumulated five thousand dollars, 
he intended to quit it forever. But now 
came this unexpected promotion which 
he knew he could not refuse without 
arousing suspicion and Moe found all his 
plans disarranged. His account at the 
brokers’ office was momentarily closed, 
the two bonds having beerf sent to him 
as the proceeds of his speculation. 





* ER big bugs in 
Wall Street is 

taking hold uf der Pat- 

cific Union stock!” 

It was the voice of 
Lubarsky, the wealthy 
real estate dealer, that 
reached Moe’s cage 
and penetrated his con- 
sciousness as he was 
struggling to add a 
column of figures. It 
is extremely painful to 
try to add figures and 
listen at the same time 
to a discussion that in- 
terests you. Moe had 
Jong believed that, 
sooner or later, the big 
people of Wall Street 
would attempt to boom - 
Pacific Union stock, 
and now, to hear Lubarsky, in whose 
judgment he had confidence, express the 
same opinion and to realize that, had he 
the opportunity, he would immediately 
have bought some of the stock, made 
Moe very unhappy. All that day he 
listened nervously as one or another of 
the group around the ticker read off the 
figures. They mounted slowly but 
steadily and with each eighth of a point 
rise Moe’s misery increased. 

As soon as the bank closed, Moe hast- 





ened to the nearest telephone to call up 
Ruben & Co. They did not answer. He 
searched through the telephone book 
until he found the number of Mr. Ru- 
ben’s residence. 

“The first thing in the morning,” he 
said, “I want to buy a hundred shares of 
Pacific Union.” 

“How about collateral?” asked the 
metallic voice of the broker. Stock bro- 
kers, I would like to remark parentheti- 
cally, belong to that icy-voiced group 
which includes policemen, income tax 
collectors, landlords and other cold- 
blooded gentry, with whom conversation 
can never be a pleasure. 

“As soon as I get a chance I’ll send 
you down those two bonds,” said Moe. 
He could hear the broker grunt. 

“When I get the bonds I’ll buy the 
stock,” said Ruben. “Better send a note 
along so there will be no mistake.” 

Moe wrote a note asking the broker to 
purchase a hundred shares of Pacific 
Union stock, enclosed it in a large enve- 
lope with the bonds and went to bed. 
On his way to the bank the following 
morning it was his good fortune to meet 
Lapidowitz, the black-bearded, soft-eyed, 
genial, good-for-nothing schnorrer. 

“Will you run downtown on an er- 
rand for me?” asked Moe. “I'll give 





“‘Where is that letter I gave you?’’ Moe demanded 


you a dollar, besides’your carfare.” Lapi- 
dowitz beamed. 

*“Mr. Steinitz,” said he, “I’d do it for 
nothing if I could afford it but I paid 
out my last cent for rent just ten minutes 
ago and I was wondering how I could 
raise two dollars. Could it be pos- 
sible—” 

“Here’s two dollars,” said Moe, 
quickly. “Now jump on the car and 
hurry downtown. Be sure you get there 
before ten o'clock.” He watched Lapi- 
























dowitz board the car and then, with a 
sigh of relief, hastened to his duties. 


ed ER big bugs is still busy mit Paci- 
fic Union.” 

Moe Steinitz, adding a column of fig- 
ures for the third time, could have 
hugged Lubarsky. He heard him read 
from the ticker tape that Pacific Union 
had opened at 37 and, with almost clock- 
like rythm, had advanced an eighth of a 
point at a time until it was now 41. 
This, if Lapidowitz had arrived at the 
brokers’ office in time, meant to Moe a 
profit of nearly $400. Of this money 
he would put all but one hundred dol- 
lars in the bank. The hundred dollars 
would purchase a ring 
for Dora. How her 
glorious eyes would 
sparkle when he gave 
it to her! A thrill of 
happiness went 
through Moe as he 
tackled his column for 
the fourth time. Thus, 
you see, a human be- 
ing, shut up in the 
same cage that he had 
entered a short time 
ago, with the same out- 
look and nothing new 
to draw on save the 
changing pictures that 
his imagination con- 
jured, was becoming 
happier and _ happier. 
Oh, sapient cow! 


ACIFIC UNION had reached 44 

and Moe was wondering how he 
could instruct Ruben & Co. to sell his 
shares, when Palman entered his cash- 
ier’s cage. 

“T want to go over the books with 
you,” he said. “We got too many small 
accounts what don’t pay the carrying.” 

“Look vunce,” came the voice of Lu- 
barsky. “It iss now down to forty-vun.” 

“Could I run out a minute to the 

(Continued on page 22) 

















An Undesirable Name 


John Barleycorn, my Jo, John, 
There maun be summat wrong; 
For not lang syne your praises rang 

In monie a bonny song, 
And monie a braw and sonsie lad 
Seemed passing glad to know 
Yoursel’ and all your family, 
John Barleycorn, my Jo. 


But och! Today there’s few sae dumb 
But what they’ve learned the trick 

O’ lashin’ ye with unco tongue 
Or giein’ ye a kick. 

Ye maun have acted like the de’il 
For them to treat ye so: 

I fear ye’ll hae to change your name, 
John Barleycorn, my Jo! 

—Kenneth L. Roberts. 





A Royal Oversight 
“That’s funny.” 
“What?” 
“The Kaiser hasn’t announced his in- 
tention of eating his Christmas dinner in 
' Washington.” 
Merciful 
“Let’s go to the movies and kill time.” 
“T’ve too much respect for time to exe- 
cute it in that manner.” 


Friend Indeed 


“Did you send flowers to his funeral ?” 
“No, I sent a fire extinguisher.” 





‘Have you a ietler from your previous mistress?” 


“No, mam, I ain’t expectin’ to hear fum her. We 
parted right friendly, mam, but we ain’t carrying on 
no reg’ lar correspondence.” 





Correcting Her 
“T thought I should laugh right out,” remarked 
Uncle Hiram, “when at the circus Mrs. Botts 
called an animal a seraph. Of course she meant a 


giraffe; byt the fun of it was it wasn’t a giraffe. 
It was a camomile.” 


That’s So 


A laugh doesn’t weigh much—except when it’s 
on you; and as a rule a laugh has a good temper— 
for sometimes it is very hard to provoke a laugh. 


The Spirit of the Occasion 


“T was at a little stag party last night.” 
“Yes, I know it. I saw you staggering home.” 












Where to Find Them 


Mare On Looker: All you women seem to 
have gone in for men’s work and put on overalls. 
What have you done with your skirts? 

WomMaAN WITH THE Hoe: Loaned ’em to you 
slackers to hide behind. 








If a girl can get a young man to stand up beside 
the piano leaning on it with one elbow and looking 


> rr ’ . * . 
down into her face as she plays, she doesn’t have to Professor Gayzer, the noted astronomer, discovers a most interesting 
be much of a musician. group of heavenly bodies. 
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The New-Poor 
HE annual invasion of the nouveau 
pauvre is at hand. As soon as the 
colleges and universities close their doors 
in June, the young men who have had 
every advantage in life, including com- 
modious allowances from indulgent 
parents, prepare to spend one last sum- 
mer in ease before leaping with 
more or less velocity into positions 
paying from five to twenty-five dol- 
lars per week, and make shift to live 
on their earnings in the style to 
which they have been unaccustomed. 
This condition of affairs won’t last 
long; but it will last long enough to 
offset the deleterious effect on the 
world at large of the yearly addi- 
tions to the ranks of the nouveau 
riche. ‘The new-poor, it is safe to 
say, bring extra happiness and cheer 
into the hearts of more people than 
are bored and disgusted by the new- 
rich. The country is vastly better 
off for its yearly crop of nouveau 
pauvre. —K. L. Roberts. 


Spirit of 717 
I stopped off in a western town 
And passing by the jail 
I saw a tarred and feathered man 
Tied fast upon a rail. 


“This is unlawful, men,” I cried 
“Has this poor lad no backer?” 
A native nudged me quick and said: 

“Take care, friend, he’s a slacker!” 


—M.N. M. 
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Waiting for Her First Case 
Terrible 

Jane: There is no romance in war 
nowadays. 

Marte: I should say not. With all 
the young men gone to the front, what 
fun will there be in being saved from 
drowning by an 80-year old bewhiskered 
life-guard. 





— 
“There’s some Rhine wine I found in a German 
trench. Sample it with me?” 
“Do you mean to say you'll drink German wine?” 
“Oh, no. I’m only goin’ to intern it.” 

















Deus Ex Machina 


QO* arms or man I uo not sing,— 

I touch a humbler chord. 

My ditty is about a thing 
A Ford. 





It climbs the hills with lust and vim, 
It laughs at fire and sword, 


And, should I bid it, it would swim 


A ford. 


(Of course it may not look as good 
As Peerless or Pierce-Arrows 
should, 
But still it was the best we could 
Afford.) 
—Ellen E. Williams. 


Dickering 

Tue First Commissioner: 
We'll turn over your General Pom- 
pom in exchange for our General 
Bulltosser. 

THE OrnHer ComMISSsIONER: 
Couldn’t you throw in a ham sand- 
wich or a few links of sausage or 
something ? 


Not Time Enough 
Mrs. De Hore: Can your cook 
make those lovely dishes from left- 
overs that all the newspapers are 
telling us about? 
Mrs. La Carte: Why, really, 
I don’t know. You see we never 
have a cook who remains with us 
long enough to try them out. 


The Spirit Thipod 
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His Dependents 


Mr. RIicHMUG: 
I claim exemption 
from military ser- 
vice, 

RECRUITING 
OFFICER: De- 
pendents ? 

Mr. RIicHMUG: 
Yes; four sons-in- 
law. 


Those Long 
Names 

WiLuis: I 
wonder why they 
have never tried 
conscription in 
Russia. 

Gittis: Too 
slow. It would ; 
take them all day Wee 
to draw one name ee 
out of the box. 











A La Hindenburg 
“Why did you run when he threat- 
ened you?” 
“That was merely a 
” 
treat. 


strategic re- 


Painful 

“T’ve taken a vow not to talk about 
the war.” 

“How old are you?” 

Doing Better 

Uncie Espen: gHow far did your 
son get who went abroad to fight? 

Uncie Ezra: Well, he got ‘ 
where in France”! 

Uncie Espen: That’s good. He 
never got anywhere in America. 


‘some- 








FrENCH: Allons, mes enfants, le jour de 
gloire est arrive! 














The Trony of Fate 


Helping Bill 
se BLAME not the German race,” they 
say. 
On Wilhelm let the censure fall, 
‘The rest are lambs all led astray. 
Qh, blame the people not at all! 


“The German folks are meek and mild; 
Ay, gentle as the violet. 

"Tis just the Kaiser running wild.” 
I'd fain believe it all, and yet— 


I think of subs and poison gas 
And countless guns that wound and 
kill, 
And the suspicion will not pass 
That someone’s slyly helping Bill! 
—IlV alter G. Doty. 


War Cries 


SB FULLEP 








BritisH: Over the bloomin’ top, and 
give the blinkin’ blighters what for! 





Puzzling 

“T hear your 
brother is an of- 
ficer in the army. 
How does he like 
it?” 

“Not at all. He 
hasn’t been ap- 
proached yet by a 
beautiful female 


” 


spy. 





In Khaki 
“This is the day 
of the poor man.” 
“In what way 2” 
“He can go 
abroad this sum- 
mer.” 


The Poor Nut 

“IT hear Pete's 
gone insane.” 

“Yes, he tried to 
discover a country 
on friendly and 
neighborly terms with Germany.” 








The One Most Used 
JANE: I can answer the questions on 
this registration blank about my size and 
weight, but how would you answer this 
one about color? 
Marie: Put down the one that you 
usually use, dear. 


His Fear 
“Henpeck has refused 
Home Defense Guards.” 
“How unpatriotic!” 
“QO, no; he is afraid his wife will in- 
sist on making his uniform.” 


to join. the 


American: Alaboy! 
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the Little Tots 


INSTANT 
POSTUM 


SHEETS 


is quite in order, for this 
pure and wholesome 
drink, now so extensive- 
ly used in place of coffee, 
is a real health drink for 
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Travel where you will—stop at larg- 
est city or smallest way-station—you’ll 
find Columbias ringing bells, lighting 
lanterns; operating buzzers, phones, 
signals; running autos, engines, motor- 













boats, trucks and toys. Because 
they’re the same high-powered bat- 
teries wherever you buy them. 
NATIONAL CARBON CO., INC., Cleveland, Ohio 
In Canada, Columbia Batteries are made and sold by 


Canadian National Carbon Co., Limited 
Toronto, Ontario 
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Bartisn SEntry—Confound those “uns, 
I just ’ad a bite! 


A Cover Mutiny 


By Elias Lieberman 


CHARACTERS: 


Haro ip, the lover. 
Ione, the girl. 
Potrer BrusH, the artist. 


SCENE: 


An artist’s studio. There is a canvas in the 
foreground representing a pair of lovers and a 
mountain lake at moonrise. The silver trail of 
the moon is visible on the waters. There are 
| plenty of ineffable somethings on both their 
| faces. 





TIME: 


Afternoon siesta. 

BrusH (drowsily looking at the can- 
vas): I don’t pretend these puppets have 
souls. They don’t need them as long as 
they have heart interest. It makes me 
tired. (He yawns, blinks drowsily and 
dozes off. The figures on the canvas be- 
gin to stir.) 

IonE (suddenly and sharply): You 
are getting on my nerves. 

Haroip (startled): Ione! On this 
night of all nights! 

IonE: What’s the difference? All 
nights are alike, aren’t they? It’s 
Brush’s favorite stunt—the stars and the 
moon and the lake and you there sitting 
in front of me always with that stupid 
expression on your face.* 

Harotp: Stupid! I am the most 
popular cover hero—— 

IonE: Oh, I know all about that. 

Haro.p: But the girls are wild about 
| me! 

IonE: They don’t have to put up with 
you day after day, as I do. 

Haroip: You never spoke that way 
before. Aeons and aeons ago in other 
climes and in other ages you and I loved. 
Under the shadow of the Sphinx I culled 
honey from your lips. 

Ione: It won’t go with me any more. 
I’m an honest working girl and you’ve 
never done a day’s work in your life. 

Haro.p: The only work worth while 
‘is love, and that is play. 

(Continued on page 21) 
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mprovements SS 
in the Maxwell Car 


The Maxwell one model chassis policy has 
not been altered. 





But we have lengthened the wheel base 
six inches. 


—put demountable wheels on the car. 
—strengthened the frame. 


—and installed the wonderful new and 
comtort-giving, compensating, under-slung 
rear springs. 


The windshield, also, has been sloped and 
new grace given to the body lines. 


These changes are bound to make the Max- 
well more than ever a popular favorite. 
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Republic Truck Quality 
at Republic Low Prices 


ORE than 23,500 Reputlic Trucks are doing the same kind of work as the 

highest priced trucks. They have histories of staying on the job as long as 

the longest. They show figures in low upkeep that have never been matched. 

This is the result of rugged Republic Truck construction by truck experts of 16 
years’ experience in the largest motor truck factory in the world. 


A New Republic Model is now ready for delivery: Model Nine Special, 34-ton, 128-inch 
wheelbase, with the usual Republic excess capacity, chassis with seat, $895. 

Republic Dispatch with express body, windshield, canopy top, side curtains, $895; with solid panel 
body, $920. 1-ton with bow top and stake or express body, $1195. 1!4-ton, $1450. 2-ton, $1885. 
3 %-ton, $2750. All prices f£. 0. b. factory. We build all types of bodies. Our new hoist and gravity 
dump bodies are unexcelled. Write for book on model in which you are interested. Address Dept AH 


REPUBLIC MOTOR TRUCK CO., INC., Alma, Michigan 
See Your Nearest Republic Dealer 
Dealers and Service Stations in over 900 cities 
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A Cover Mutiny 


(Continued from page 18) 

IonE (in disgust) : You're full of that 
pretty best-seller babble. But we'll see. 
(She begins to rock the canoe.) 

Haroip (startled): What are you 
doing? I can’t swim. 

IonE (maliciously): I know it. 

Harotp (much frightened): Ione 
darling, spare me. Name any condi- 
tions. I will.do anything. 


ture; find a job. 

Harotp (desperately) : 
anything. I’ll even work. 

(With choppy strokes, HAROLD drives 
the canoe toward shore.) 

BrusH (wakes up, startled) : What's 
this? Mutiny? Maybe the girl is right, 
though, on the labor question. In the 
next cover, HAROLD will be dressed in 
khaki and Ione will stand at the gate, 
carrying two milk pails and looking a 
fond farewell. Blissful stuff. He will 
have patriotic employment and she will 
keep her hands out of mischief. (He 
looks intently at the painting.) The kid 
looks too sad and he seems rather fright- 
ened. (With a few deft touches he 
makes her smile and brings back the hero 
look into Haro.p’s face.) 


Anything, 














ANoPHELES—I’ve been told these Ger- 
mans were a hard-headed lot, but, by 
golly, this one is worse than solid ivory! 


Conservation 


“Starched collars have to go, I see. 
Starch has food value, you know.” 

“Good! If the war is prolonged, 
women will have to keep fruit, grain and 
animals off their hats.” 


Depends 
“How are you?” 
“Are you speaking as a friend or as a 
member of an exemption board ?” 


“Can the Kaiser!” they say. But how 
ibout the Pure Food Laws: 


In War Times 


I love my home, my native land, 
The humble place that gave me birth, 
Where the tradesmen charge to beat the 
band— 
Home is the dearest place on earth! 
—Buffalo News. 


(Slgin 


IonE: Good! Get out of this pic- | 





Brow 


Complete 

In Solid Gold 
$50 * * 

In 14 Karat 
Gold Filled 
$35 


balance, perfect harmony of case and movement. 

The design, as shown inthe ‘‘close-up’’ view at the left, is notable 
for its smoothly flowing lines. ‘The movement is the ‘celebrated 
G. M. Wheeler model, with 17 jewels and 5 Adjustments. 

Your Jeweler will take pride in showing you this new $50 Stream- 
line and the $25 Streamline previously announced, also Elgin 
Bracelet Watches for women. Illustrated folders on request. 
ELGIN NATIONAL WATCH CO., ELGIN, U.S.A-¢ 
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The fy — a Series of Wet ‘. 
brings the Elgin Company intc the 
limelight asdesigners of complete watches. 

For fifty years this great organization 

has designed and built watch movements 

of world famous excellence. Now it is 

designing both movement and case as a 

complete unit, under the Elgin guarantee. 
The Streamline is a man's watch, 

dressed in a style that will last—perfect 
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Dept. “*P”’ 
L.-T PIVER 24 E. 22d St., | 
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IF YOU ARE IN- 
TERESTED IN 


Sporting Goods | 
of qua a 


ay for 1917. Send 
10c for sample of our 
Beautiful Girls and Cat- 
alog ales hundreds of 
items of interest. ou" 


back if not entirely sat- 
ished. 


TheVim Company 
1500 Cent. Net. Bk. Bidg. 
0-19 St. Louis. Mo, 








WANTED: AN IDEA 












Who can think of some simple thing to 
tent? Protect your ideas, they may 
oo you wealth. Write for ‘‘Needed 
Inventions” and list of Patent Buyers. 
Randolph & Co., Patent Attorneys, Dept. 165; Washington, 0.C. 
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On Margin 


(Continued from page 11) 


drugstore?” asked Moe. “I got a head- 
ache and want to take something for it.” 
Palman stared at him and then turned 
and called for the office boy. 

“Sammy, go to the drug-store and 
get something what’s good for a head- 
ache. Come, Moe, we got a big job 
ahead of us.” 

“Now it iss forty,’ 
voice. 

Somewhere, in history or mythology, 
there is a story—or it may be a poem— 
of someone keeping a smiling counten- 
ance while a wolf—or something—was 
gnawing at his vitals. My recollection 
isn’t very clear, but I know what I mean. 
Anyway, Moe Steinitz experienced about 
the same sensation, as, with one ear, he 
listened to his employer’s comments and 
made notes of the instructions he re- 
ceived while, with the other, he followed 
Lubarsky’s voice calling off the rapidly 
sinking quotations of Pacific Union. As 
the ticker recorded 35—two points be- 
low the first sale of the day—Moe 
groaned and Palman patted him on the 
back. 

“An hour more,” he said, “and you 
can go home and lay down.” 

An hour more and the Stock Exchange 
would be closed. Good-bye to Dora’s 
ring. Good-bye to the bonds that he 
had given as collateral. Good-bye to all 
his hopes and all his happiness. 

“T’oity-four — t’oity-t’ree — t’oity- 
vun—” came the excited voice of Lubar- 
sky. Beads of perspiration stood upon 
Moe’s forehead. He now really had a 
headache. Oh, philosophic cow! 


came Lubarsky’s 


FEW minutes before three o'clock, 

just as Lubarsky’s voice announced 
that Pacific Union had sunk to the heart- 
rending level of twenty-seven—which 
meant a loss of $1,000 to Moe—Mr. 
Palman patted him on the shoulder. 

“Now if you got a headache,” he said, 
“vou can go home. We do the rest to- 
morrow.” 

“Never mind my headache, now,” 
said Moe, icily. “Let’s get through with 
the whole business.” When his work 
was finished that day Moe telephoned 
to Mr. Ruben at his house again. 

“Look here,” said Ruben, testily. “TI 
pay rent for my office downtown to do 
business there. When I’m home I want 
to be left alone.” 

“IT know, Mr. Ruben,” said Moe, 
meekly. “But I couldn’t get to the tele- 
phone to-day. All I want to say is, 
please sell that Pacific Union stock in 
the morning before it gets worse and 
send me what’s left of my ¢ollateral.” 


“Before I sell it,” said Ruben, “I got. 


to buy it! You didn’t send me any col- 
lateral so I .didn’t get your stock.” 

“Didn’t* Lapidowitz—-” began Moe, 
with a wild shout, when ‘Mr. Ruben cut 
him short. 


Grow ‘ 


“T don’t know him,” said the broker, 
“and anyway he didn’t. Good-bye!” 
Moe went out upon the sidewalk, leaned 
against a telegraph pole and fanned him- 
self with his hat. He shut his eyes and 
drew a long breath of relief. And then 
a joyful smile overspread his counten- 
ance. The vagabond schnorrer by failing 
to execute his errand had saved Moe all 
his money. Once more the world looked 
rosy. The heart-ache of those painful 
hours had all been in vain. Oh, perspi- 
cacious cow! 


T was almost midnight before Moe 

abandoned the quest of Palidowitz. 
No one had seen him and no one knew 
where he was. His landlady not only 
knew nothing of his whereabouts, but 
was quite emphatic in displaying her lack 
of interest in all that concerned Lapido- 
witz. With all his shortcomings Moe 
knew that Lapidowitz was honest, or, 
at least, would not abscond with any- 
thing as valuable as those two bonds. 
Nevertheless, it was a worried and sleep- 
less Moe that tossed restlessly in bed 
throughout the night and a pale and 
haggard-looking Moe that entered the 
cashier’s cagé the next morning. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Mr. Pal- 
man. “You don’t look good.” 

“T’m not feeling just right,” said Moe. 
“But I.guess it will pass away.” But 
to Moe’s great delight Mr. Palman in- 
sisted upon his going home and sending 
for a doctor. 

“T’ll’ stay in the cage myself for a 
day,” said he. Under ordinary circum- 
stances his employer’s kindness would 
have filled Moe with remorse, but— 


such is the demoralizing influence of. 


stock gambling—Moe never gave it a 
thought. The idea that was uppermost 
in his mind was that the sight of Lapi- 
dowitz would do him more good than a 
dozen doctors. 

At least half a dozen times he in- 
quired of Lapidowitz’s landlady and as 
many times more of Milken, in whose 
coffee-house the schnorrer spent most 
of his idle time. It was almost noon 
when, upon returning to the latter place, 
he beheld Lapidowitz seated at a table 
busily occupied in writing page after 
page of manuscript at furious speed. 
Moe seized him by the arm. 

“Where is that letter I gave you?” 
he demanded. Lapidowitz stared at him 
vacantly for a moment and then, as if 
suddenly recognizing him: 

“Oh, hello, Mr. Steinitz,” he ex- 
claimed. “I was riding downtown yes- 
terday and, all of a sudden—” 

“Never mind,” said Moe. “Just give 
me back that letter.” 

“But I got to tell you first what hap- 
pened,” protested the schnorrer. 

“You don’t have to tell me anything,” 
said Moe. : “Where is that letter.” Lapi- 
dowitz folded his arms and stared at 
Moe. 

“Do you mean to say when I got to 
tell you the biggest thing what ever hap- 


pened to me and I got a job what is 
going to make me rich, you don’t want 
to hear about it?” 

“T mean,” said Moe, “that if you 
don’t hand me that letter right away 
I’m going to call a policeman and have 
you locked up.” 

Lapidowitz shrugged his shoulders. 

“T done what you told me with the 
letter,” he answered, as he resumed his 
writing. “I gave it to Ruben & Co.” 

“What’s the use of lying? Mr. Ru- 

ben told me last night he never saw 
you.” 
“Last night?” said Lapidowitz, turn- 
ing to look at Moe. “I gave it to him 
this morning. But if you don’t want to 
listen, how—” 

Wich one wild cry Moe brought 
down the palm of his hand upon Lapi- 
dowitz’s silk hat, crushing it over his 
ears, and ran from the place. He ran 
all the way to the telephone at the cor- 
ner drug-store and called up Mr. Ru- 
ben’s office. 

“Hello, Mr. Steinitz,” came the bro- 
ker’s voice. “I got your letter and I 
bought the stock at 35.” 

Somewhere or other there is a story 
about a man who ducked -his head into 
a@ tub of water for an instant and, in 
that instant, believed he was passing 
through experiences which would fill‘an 
ordinary lifetime. At the first sound of 
the broker’s voice Moe’s heart sank and, 
before he reached the end of the sen- 
tence, Moe had lived through an entire 
cycle of misery. He tried to ask a ques- 
tion but his lips were dry and he felt as 
if he were choking. 

“Tt’s acting queer, to-day, that stock 
is,” continued the broker’s voice. “Right 
after I bought it at 35, it went down to 
31. Then, it all of a sudden jumped up 
to 39. Ain’t it queer?” 

A thrill of hope vibrated through 
Moe’s frame. Could it be possible that 
he had snatched victory from the jaws of 
defeat? 

“Ts it—what is—I mean—where—” 
he sputtered. But— 

“It’s back to 35 again,” said the bro- 
ker. “What did you say?” 

“T said,” repeated Moe, struggling to 
swallow a lump about the size of a 
watermelon that seemed to obstruct his 
speech, “‘to sell it. Right away. Quick. 
I'll hold the wire.” 

And when, a few moments later, he 
received the tidings that his stock had 
been sold at the same price at which it 
had been purchased, Moe staggered 
from the telephone booth and sank feeb- 
ly into a chair in the drug-store. 

Oh, wise, discerning, clear-eyed cow! 


To An Autumn Bride 


Blushing maid, 
Be not afraid 
To use the word, “obey”; 
No matter how 
You phrase the vow 
He’ll do it anyway. 











fit right, look rig 
feel right, wear wear right 
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WHERE SHALLI 
GO TO-NIGHT 


Plays Now in 
New York 














Evenings at 8.20 


Gaiety Theatre Maines Wed ana 


Turn to the Right 


“IINDILUTED JOY”"—WORLD 


New Amsterdam Theatre 
Klaw & Erlanger, Mgrs. 


Eves. 8:15; Mats. Wed. & Sat. at 2:15 


Ziegfeld Follies 


After the Play Visit ““ ‘t,2nc""™ 
NEW ZIEGFELD = M*muits Place 


of the Worid 


MIDNIGHT FROLIC 


30 Most Beautiful Girls in the World 


SHUBERT ATTRACTIONS 
IN NEW YORK 


WINTER GARDEN. . PASGNG Sow 


TYSON-CO. 


BEST SEATS 
For Theatres, Opera, Concerts and Other Amusements 
TICKETS AT THE FOLLOWING HOTELS: 
Hotel Knickerbocker The Vanderbilt Hotel Savoy 

















Hotel Belmont Imperial Hotel Claridge 

Waldorf-Astoria Holland House Marie Antoinette 

Hotel Astor Murray Hill The Wolcott 
Plaza St. Regis The Breslin 

Hotel Martinique Le Marquis _ Ritz-Carlton 

503 Fifth Avenue Stratford House 


Main Office, 1482 Broadway _ Tel. Bryant 9000 














SMOOTH AS VELVET 
FINE AS SILK 


CNVLOAG 





NO GOVERNMENT LICENSE REQUIRED 
Your Dealer or write toC. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. Y. 





Earn $25 to 
By our simple method _ 


Comics, Cartoons, Come 
mercial, Newspaper and 
Magazine Iilustrating. 
Ont Pastel and Crayon Portraits, 


talent is quickly developed with- 
out interfering with present work. 


By Mail or Local Classes. Small gums you vow fritter away pay your tule 
tion. Write for terins, list of snocessfnl pupils and instruction method FREE, 


ASSOCIATED ART STUDIOS 31A Fiatiren Bailding, New York 


FOR » MEN OF BRAINS 


IGARS 


“MADE AT KEY WESTJ= 


Romeike’s Press Clipping Bureau 
will send you all newspaper clippings 
which may appear about you, your 
friends, or any subject on which you may 
want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 

per and periodical of importance in the 
nited States and Europe is searched. 
Terms: $5.00 for 100 notices. 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Avenue, New York 














“But, Madame, you know my price is 
$250, and that I never perform for less. 


Mrs. Munitions—But you needn’t 
play quite so well as you usually do! 


Forgetful Bill 


Apparently the German Emperor, in 
proclaiming Der Tag, failed to take 
into consideration Die Nacht that will 
follow it. 


Love Affairs of aW ife 


(Continued from page 7) 
- Heroine (caressing lover): My boy 
shall not be worried. I will protect him. 

Shaw, you see, is always clever. Other 
eternal triangulists are earnest, but 
Shaw is “unusual.” 

The Parisian style is ornamental, if 
not useful. The scene may be a conserva- 
tory, and the occasion a ball. Husband 
is never far off, and that lends fascina- 
tion to the situation. Distance is not 
enchanting in the eternal triangle. 

Lover (bending over her): The 
“Mary Garden” on your hair intoxi- 
cates me. The sweet expensive fragrance 
of “Geraldine Farrar” on your gown is 
delirious. I never loved you until you 
were married. Why should I? Come 
to my rooms tomorrow, No. 42 Rue de 
Clichy. My concierge will expect you. 

Heroine (heaving a _ white satin 
heave): Why should I go through life 
without love? I have had marriage, 
and now—shall I be denied love? 

Husband (approaching stealthily. As 
he sniffs the combined scents of “Mary 
Garden” and “Geraldine Farrar,” he 
perceives the guilty ones, and smiles sar- 
donically) : Tomorrow, Monsieur Gas- 
ton de la Rochefoucauld, we will ar- 
range for a meeting in the Bois de Bou- 
logne. 

When these triangular combats are 
popular, the wife discovers in the last 
act, that she does love her legitimate 
husband, though she has never suspected 
it, that being the very last thing she 
would suspect. But in plays that aim at 
discussion, there is an_ interrogation 
mark when it is time to go home, and 
you are left “planted there,” and obliged 
to straighten out the matter yourself. 
If you are conventional, they will live 
happily ever after, but if you are dark 
green, you will leave her with the love 
she thinks she has found. In the interro- 
gation mark play, you pays your money, 
and you takes your choice. 





OUTDOOR MEN! 


Here’s a Guaranteed 
Jewelled Compass 


The LEEDAWL Compass 
At $1.25 Postpaid 


A masterpiece in compass construction, 

uaranteed reliable (or your money back) 
s the world’s largest manufacturers of 
scientific instruments. . 

Untarnishable_ silvered dial, tempered 
steel point, moisture- and dirt-proof screw 
top, untarnishable white-metal case, snap-in 
beveled crystal glass—exclusive features 
that, cannot be found in any other compass 
selling at $1.25. 

Indispensable in the equipment of motor- 
ists, hunters, fishermen, yachtsmen, canoe- 
ists, Boy Scouts, military men. Descriptive 
folder free on request. 

Remember—if dealer is “just out,” or 
offers something else, don’t be swerved— 
insist that he get one for you or order 
direct from us. 


Zaylor Instrument Companies 


“ Rochester, New York | 
Dealers—Write for our profit-proposition today 

















Hotel © 
Sippican 


MARION, MASS. 


On Sippican Harbor; golf, tennis, 
bathing, boating, sailing, orchestra; 
season June to September. Ca- 
pacity 150. Cuisine unexcelled. 
Write for illustrated booklet. 


. 


HARRY TOPLIFFE MILLER 
Ownership Management 


Several attractive cottages to let for 

















the season. Fully furnished. 
exua owle 
Sexual mowledge 


INFIELD SCOTT HALL, M.D., Ph. D. 


SEX FACTS MADE PLAIN 


What every young man and woman— 
Every young wife and husband— 
Every father and mother— 

Every teacher and nurse— 

should know. 

Complete in one volume. 
Cloth binding — 320 pages — many 
illustrations. Table of ccntenis, and 
| 1 Postpaid Commendations on request. 

Mailed in 






siled in. AMERICAN PUBLISHING CO. 
Wrapper 913 Winston Bldg., Philadel phia 
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Raemaekers, the World’s Greatest War Cartoomst, 





[ous [Raemae Ler s 


R. RAEMAEKERS is a native of 
Holland, and from the early days of 
the war his cartoons have been the 

bitterest arraignment of Germany’s policy of 
frightfulness printed anywhere in the world. 
The Kaiser likened his cartoons to the onslaught of 
a million enemies, and not only were they forbid- 
den in Germany, but a price was put upon Raemae- 
kers’ head by the Prussian military authorities. 
Every pressure has been brought to bear to stop 
the circulation of the Raemaekers’ cartoons in Europe, 
and for many months Mr. Raemaekers’ residence in 
Holland seriously jeopardized the neighborly relations 
of that country and Germany. One powerful Ger- 
man paper has declared that Holland may yet have to 
answer to Germany for permitting the publication of 
his earlier work. The appearance of the Raemaekers 
cartoons in PUCK is another journalistic triumph 
for the oldest satirical journal in America. 


PUCK is on sale on all newsstands on the 5th and 20th of each month. Your 
newsdealer will accept an order to deliver it regularly at 10 cents a copy. 


1s Drawing Regularly for 


‘ 

VERY war of modern times has had its 
great cartoonist; and preeminent among 

all the masters of brush and pencil who 

have been developed by the conflict in 
Europe, stands Louis Raemaekers. PUCK 
has not only secured the exclusive periodical 
right to the Raemaekers cartoons, but it has 
brought Mr. Raemaekers to this country so 
that he may observe at first hand the part that Amer- 
ica is to play in the most titanic struggle in history. 
Every issue of PUCK will contain at least one, and 
sometimes more of the Raemaekers cartoons. Not 
only are they of incalculable value in following graph- 
ically the day-to-day developments in the war moves 
of America and her allies, but in after years they will 
constitute a valuable pictorial record of the most 
important epoch of American history. Many of our 


readers have already begun keeping scrap books of the 
powerful Raemaekers cartoons—start yours this week. 





An Important Wartime Duty 





N order to get the complete Raemaekers Amer- 
ican series, use the coupon below. Delay in fill- 


ing in this coupon only postpones somebody’s 
happiness. If you have a son, or friend, or fiancé in the service of 
his country, simply write his name and regiment in the blank 
spaces and mail it to us with a dollar bill— or check for $1. 
It makes no difference whether you know his exact 
address or not. If he is in Uncle Sam’s service, ‘ 
and you give us the number of his regiment or 
unit, we'll locate him and see that he receives 
PUCK for the next siz months. You cannot 
put a dollar to work where it will 
buy more genuine, downright pleasure. 


No single service the ‘‘stay-at-home’’ 
can do will go farther toward 
keeping up the spirit of the 
men at the front than pro- 
viding for a regular sup- 
ply of good, healthy 
humor. 
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A Chance for Puck Readers 








es 7 Four “Best Sellers’ { 
- By 


HARRISON FISHER 


Because your war-relief work |, 
takes all your time, you 
needn’t be a back-number— 
“‘best sellers’ are painted in 
colors, as well as printed in 
words. Pictures as truly re- 
flect the spirit of their time - ; 
as books, and are just as No. 135—"d Midsummer 
netessary to the person who © sites 

would be well-informed. 


The supply of these HAR-|. 
RISON FISHER repro-| 
ductions is not unlimited, so 
order today for your house or 
camp and for the bare walls 
where the boy“‘is doing his bit?’ | 











No. 136—‘‘I’m Ready” 














In Futt Cotors—Witnovutr Letrerinc 
or Printinc 




















Size 11 x 14 1n.—Price 20c Eacu 
No. 134—‘“*The Ripening Bud” Postpaip 


Do you want to 


—temind a friend that you are 
still alive > 


— continue a pleasant acquaint- 
ance that distance threatens 
to kill> 

—send something to somebody 
that will make a hit? 


Then Mail the Very 
Latest HARRISON 
FISHER POST CARDS 


There are three sets of these cards, 
each containing six postals: Series A is 
decorated with a single girl: Series B 
with two or more figures: while Series C has one or two figures against 
softly shaded backgrounds. The reproduction is in every instance in 
the exact colouring of the original painting, and when framed, singly or 
in the set, makes a satisfying decoration for either house or bungalow. 

Send these cards to your friends—they’ll like them to cover bare walls; 
take them with you when you go away to mail to the folk back home. 

SERIES A—six cards as shown. Price, 25 Cents the Series postpaid 


SERIES B—-six cards as shown. Price, 25 Cents the Series postpaid 
SERIES C—six cards as shown. Price, 25 Cents the Series postpaid 


SOLD IN SERIES ONLY 
ga SPECIAL—3 Series, 60c postpaid 


Safe delivery is guaranteed. If you live outside of the United States, please add 10 cents 
extra for registration. 
FREE Our new large size catalog—7 x 10 inches, containing over 100 pictures in 
miniature, by world famous artists, mailed you on receipt ‘of postage. 
We will also include our 1917 special summer catalog. 


No. 123—‘‘King of Hearts” 




















SERIES C 











Cosmopolitan Print Department, 119 West 40th Street, New York 

















Our 


Funny 
Friends 





Bang 


Wiiuie Witiis: What are “pieces 
of artillery,” pa? 

Para Wixuis: I think they must be 
the kind that the girl next door plays 
on the piano.—New York Times. 


Interior Decorations 


An Irish soldier coming out of ether 
in the hospital ward after an operation 
exclaimed audibly: “Thank God!. 
That is over!” “Don’t be so sure,” 
said the man in the next cot, “they left 
a sponge in me and had to cut me open 
again.” And the patient on the other 
side said: “Why, they had to open me, 
too, to find one of their instruments.” 
Just then the surgeon who had operated 
on the Irishman stuck his head in the 
door and yelled: “Has anybody seen 
my hat?” Poor Patrick fainted.— 
Argonaut. 


He Stood the Test 


Knicker: Is Jones a patriot? 

Bocker: Surely. He bought his 
Liberty Bond from a fat, bald, bow- 
legged gent with whiskers when he 
might have bought it from a pretty 
actress.—New York Sun. 


A Fat Man Would Look Nice in This 


All the apparel necessary for your 
sojourn in Southern California is 
nabduwofsuworbs a jebd wksoendbd111 
hevevsyegwvscfoevdhk j jetaoin.—St. 
Paul Dispatch. 


Stage Manager Should Be Careful 


Fleet Shipman has a bad leg from 
having a hook stuck into it.—Mercy- 
ville, Ia., Banner. 


Not Impressed 


Now the proud and haughty Prussian 
Thinks he ought to own the earth; 

That may fool the wabbly Russian, 
But in us it creates mirth. 


For we have a certain notion 
That he’s doomed to spill his beans 
And will never boss the ocean 
With his blooming submarines. 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 
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(Trade-Mark Registered in the United States and Great Britain) $2.50 per year 


Puck is mailed to subscribers ut $2.50 per year or $1.25 
for six months. Canadian subscriptions, $2.75 per year, 
$1.50 for six months. Foreign, $3.00 per year, $1.50 for 
six months. 


G. L. Wi.tson, President 
10 cents a copy 
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WRIGLEYS 








With the land forces 
and with the fleet 


WRIGLEYS 


gives solace in the 
long watch, it fresh- 
ens and refreshens, 
steadies nerves, 
allays thirst, helps ap- 
Petite and digestion. 


The 
Flavor 
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“After 
every meal” 


WRAPPED 
IN 
UNITED, 
[PROFIT SHARING 
COUPONS; 
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JUICY FRUIT 


7 CHEWING GUMS 
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